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BothwelL                         '          Ay, close and safe

As is tlie lock of a girl's maidenhood
When the gold key turns in it.    They halt like jades;
God plague their laggard limbs with goads of fire 1
Must they fall spavined now ?

Hay.                                   Here come they three,

And with charged hands; be not so outward hot,
But as their charge is ere we give it fire.

BothwelL   Teach your own tongue to take  your
tune, not mine.

Enter HEPBURN with Servants.

Have you some devil's cramp in your bones, to crawl
At this worm's race ?   Set down your load and go.

\_Exeunt Servants.

What lamed these knaves' feet or belated you,
To hold us here thus till the moon were up ?

Hepburn.    Tis not yet risen ; and your own word

it was
Withheld us till the west should cast off red.

BothwelL   Well, we have time.   Ye three are hands

enough

To bear this down and strew it within the vault
While I go help the queen here bide her hour
Till you send Paris to me for a sign.
Take heed there be no noise.    Let but two stay
To fire the train ; you, cousin, for my love
Shall be one hand thereto.    Pass in, and see
Ye go down sure and softly.    From this gate
Ye know the passage under; go, and speed. [Exatnt.